jlxijc   INATURE   OF   LOVE

There are two births : the one when light
First strikes the new awakened sense ;
The other when two souls unite,
And we must count our life from thence.
When you loved me and I loved you,
Then both of us were born anew.

WILLIAM  CARTWRIGHT.

I wonder, by my troth, what thou and I

Did till we loved ? Were we not weaned till then ?

But sucked on country pleasures, childishly ?

Or snorted we in the Seven Sleepers' den ?

3Twas so.   But this, all pleasures fancies be.

If ever any beauty I did see,

Which I desired, and got, 'twas but a dream of thee.

JOHN DONNE.

Passions are likened best to floods and streams :
The shallow murmur, but the deep are dumb ;
So, when affection yields discourse, it seems
The bottom is but shallow whence they come.
They that are rich in words, in words discover
That they are poor in that which makes a lover.

SIR WALTER RALEIGH.

Ametas and Thestylis making hay-ropes

Ametas

Think'st thou that this love can stand,
While thou still dost say me nay ?
Love unpaid does soon disband :
Love binds love, as hay binds hay.

Thestylis

Think'st thou that this rope would twine,
If we both should turn one way ?
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